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of Arjun," he cried in a voice so strong and full of
judgment that those about him quaked in abject
fear, " but your vow will not be fulfilled, for by my
hand you shall fall and through my power your soul,
worn with hatred, will come at last to its rest."

Then the wise king drew his bow and in a
moment an arrow was quivering in the side of Karna,
who fell fainting in the bottom of his chariot. But
in a few moments he raised himself again and strung
his bow with a manly dignity which went to the
hearts of those who watched him ; for the fight
between two such combatants had made a ring of
silent watchers amid the noise and tumult of the
battle. His arrows flew like lightning and followed
each other so closely that they made an unbroken
line. So heavy was their impact that they tore the
armour from the body of Yudhishthir, and the wise
king stood defenceless while he plied his bow with
resistless might. For a long time the equal fight
went on, but at last the warriors drew apart, each
wearied with his efforts, Yudhishthir quiet and
confident that his foe would yet be beaten down,
Karna proud and full of mocking insults because the
dreadful promise of the wise king was unfulfilled.
Let Arjun come to him, he said, for he was a warrior
worthy of the best.

XI

Without loss of time Yudhishthir sought out his
brother, and, wearied with the desperate conflict,
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